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The public office of Utopia would of course contain a few surprises for two men from terrestrial England. You imagine us entering, the botanist lagging a little behind me, and my first attempts to be off-hand and commonplace in a demand for work.
The office is in charge of a quick-eyed little woman of six and thirty perhaps, and she regards us with a certain keenness of scrutiny.
" Where are your papers ? " she asks.
I think for a moment of the documents in my pocket, my passport chequered with visas and addressed in my commendation and in the name of her late Majesty by We, Robert Arthur Talbot Gascoigne Cecil, Marquess of Salisbury, Earl of Salisbury, Viscount Cranborne, Baron Cecil, and so forth, to all whom it may concern, my Carte d'Identite (useful on minor occasions) of the Touring Club de France, my green ticket to the Reading Room of the British Museum, and my Lettre d'lndica-tion from the London and County Bank. A foolish humour prompts me to unfold all these, hand them to her and take the consequences, but I resist.
" Lost/' I say briefly.
" Both lost ? " she asks, looking at my friend.
" Both," I answer.
" How ? "
I astonish myself by the readiness of my answer.
" I fell down a snow slope and they came out of my pocket."
"And exactly the same thing happened to both of you?"
" No. He'd given me his to put with my own." She raised her eyebrows. " His pocket is defective," I add, a little hastily.
Her manners are too Utopian for her to follow that up. She seems to reflect on procedure.
" What are your numbers ? " she asks, abruptly.
A vision of that confounded visitors' book at the inn above comes into my mind. " Let me see," I say, and pat my forehead and reflect, refraining from the official eye before me. " Let me see"